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Author's Notes: 
| LOVE THESE TWO SO MUCHII! | thought I'd try something a little bit different for this one in that this is 


more of a journal entry than just a POV fic, so my wording and organization is a little odd here. | hope you 


enjoy it anyway--| had a blast writing it. Merry Ficmas! 


| have no idea what l'm supposed to say. 
What do | do? 


Dear Diary, a couple weeks ago, | went to Paris, had some amazing food, saw the Eiffel Tower, and fucked myself 
over for the next small efernity! 


Captain's Log, November Fuckin’ Whatever, 1188. Sea's looking a wee bit rough this morning, might throw myself 


overboard. 


| guess it doesn't actually matter. This piece of shit is going right into a burning trash fire the second | run 
out of ink But | am not talking to Lars again, not making that fuckin’ mistake, and | am not shelling out the 


money for a shrink just to get a few stupid things off my chest. God only knows where he'd send me anyway. 
Straight to the loony bin with your ass! 


l'm not even sure what really happened. | don't even know what the fuck | was thinking. Probably some macho- 
man bullshit turned overly desperate cry-for-help nonsense. Desperate in every use of the fuckin’ word. 


Pathetic, even. Senseless. 

l'm stalling. 

| let myself get involved with him. There. 

| swore up and down that | wasn't going to do it. | didn't think | needed to restrain myself anyway. Where the 
fuck do | get off having to leash myself around this fuckin’ dork? A self-proclaimed ‘hyperactive gootbalt? This 
pushover, this goody-goody, this kid | would have wanted to shove into a locker had | only met him a few 


years earlier? 


Newkid. With whom I'm stuck until further notice. Band-wise, at least. | don't exactly plan on throwing him out 
by his scruff but now I've gone and fucked up the system we had beyond repair. 


He shouldn't have ever looked at me like that. Or shot his dumb little smile down at the ground when he saw 
me. Or bit his lip the way he did when he successfully fucked with my head and knew it. Or rolled his eyes, 
scoffing, laughing when | stared a little too blank for a little too long. 

Maybe it wouldn't have blown so out of proportion had | been able to just fuckin’ talk to him. But | can't do 
that. | don't know exactly what he would have said but at least | know the way he would have said it. A little 
condescending whether he means for it to sound that way or not. Like he knows something | don't. 

It doesn't matter. What | felt couldn't have been put into words. Fuck, | couldn't even articulate it in my own 
head. All | had to work with was images. Visions. That, and abstract shit. | guess someone with more of an 
affinity for writing fuckin’ diary entries would call it ‘feelings’. How embarrassing. 

| knew | was going to dig myself a grave the second | heard that stupid laugh. 

"Im just...really excited to be here" 

He said it and he giggled as he messed with his tuning pegs. The day of his audition, carrying nothing more 
than his bass, his tiny amp, a duffel bag full of cables and maybe twenty bucks in cash. He looked at me like | 
was his fucking hero and | might have been, | don't know. | might still be. 


All he ever talks about is how happy he is to be here. How much he loves us. 


"What's your favorite band” Said some magazine write-in interview. 


"Metallica" he wrote, with no hesitation. 


| thought | was going fucking crazy. | had to keep checking the way he looked at Kirk and Lars to see if maybe, 
he just looked at everybody that way. But he didn't. He looked at them like his buddies and it was obvious. | 
could feel it. But as soon as he looked at me the entire aura of his being changed. The room changed. Any time 
| saw that look aimed at someone else all | could do was grit my teeth. 


Why did | want him to look at me like that? Why did | start to do it back? 
Doesn't he know l'm bad fucking news? 


Its not even a matter of attachment or of identity or what the fuck ever else. It's just guilt. | don't care that 
he is who he is and | am who | am. | don't care if | can't define it. But he started barking up the wrong tree 
and fuck, did he bark. 


| watched him for so long. How he was in rehearsals. Writing sessions. Recording sessions. What he sounded like, 
what his rituals were, what his little habits and tics were. | etched them into my brain. And from there he 


became less of my colleague and more of the little puzzle | was putting together in my head. 


The longer | chipped away at that puzzle the more visions | had. Then suddenly it wasn't just trying to gauge 
his character to see if he filled the spot he needed to. It wasn't even to see if | liked him enough to keep him 
around. | knew right away he was perfect even if he was a little shy and a little awkward. | guess | just needed 


to make sure what | was seeing was real and | wasn't just going totally fucking insane. 


| might have actually planned it out without realizing it, in the beginning. Not really putting it articulately. | just 
waited and waited and fuckin’ waited for a moment that felt right and nothing did. But | wasn't just going to 
pounce on him like a lunatic and scare him away, | didn't want to rush into it anyway. | didn't want to admit 


anything one way or another. 

Fuck you Jason, you fucking prick. | can't believe you let me do this. 

And shit, is this a game? ls that what this is? If it is then I'm already losing. 

| can't do this again and | know | shouldn't but if he could just take me apart and put me back together again, 
spit-shine all my pieces, maybe it would fix me. I'm running on fumes but | know enough to know wrong is right 
now. Everything is right. It feels incredible, thrilling, but terrifying. | tore my own walls down and now I'm rolling 
around in the aftermath of something that was once so neatly put together, something that's been rebuilt so 
many times | could do it in my sleep. 


God. 


| eventually did hatch a master plan. 


It didn't have to be perfect. It just had to work | didn't have a Plan B either-call it hopeful overestimation, call 
it delusion, but | was so sure | didn't need a Plan B. And what do you know, | didn't. He was putty in my hands. 


It was the last week of October. A couple days before Halloween, in the middle of fucking Paris of all places. 
That much was up to chance. | hadn't drawn up a map and an itinerary with a detailed schedule-'and HI dance 
with him in front of the goddamn Eiffel Tower or some shit-it was just the amount of time | needed to be sure. 
About two months of non-stop touring. Kirk was dead-set on checking out some underground club. | figured he 
meant the Catacombs, seemed like something he'd be into, but it was a real club. Loud music, leather, lace, and 
lipstick from corner to corner. It felt wrong and weird being within the crowd rather than standing in front of 
it, but everyone else seemed just as excited. Even Jason, who | know isn't too fond of drowning in crowds. But 
that stupid dusty lightbulb finally went off in my head. A crowded club. If anything went south | could blame it 


on the crowd. 


| spent the first half of the night on my own, stretching out a couple of twenties as far as they would go at 
the bar. Whiskey shots and dark stouts. They went together nicely, | was a little impressed by the selection 
they had there but it really didn't matter. | just needed to get drunk with the preference of not puking. | didn't 
know where the guys went, but after a while and a little too much conversation with the bartender, | saw 
Newkid coming back into my peripheral. He was holding the same cocktail I'd seen him leave with ten or so 
minutes earlier, but realistically it was probably a second. Or a third. | didn't know. But he looked well put 
together-if not for the smeared red lipstick on his cheek. 


He threw himself down in the stool next to me with a big stupid baffled grin on his face. 


"You see this shit? Jesus, those girls out there are ruthless. They don't-they don't even speak any English, 


but | guess they were into us ‘cuz-yeah." 
Definitely at least a third drink, then He was slurring. Just a bit, but noticeable. 


He laughed and tried to wipe the lipstick off with his wrist. His face dropped from its grin. "What? You okay 


man?" 
"Yeah, tm-..peachy: 

"What's up? You need to leave?" 

"Nah. Just opened a tab. You can get yourself something if you want 

He sighed, straightened himself out and leaned his elbows on the bar. That's when | noticed the lipstick across 
his neck | had to bite my tongue to stop myself from saying something stupid. So | just started mouthing off 


about the music instead. Not like he could hear me over it anyway. 


"They play anything you recognize yet?" 


"Huh?" 


He leaned a little closer to me, hear me better | guess. | smelled the perfume of the girls he'd been slobbered 


on by. Perfume never smelled so sour. 

"| said have you heard anything you recognize?" 

"Nah," he shook his head. "..all French. Goth stuff. | like it. Kirk really-he really digs it" 

"Yeah, he would. Where are they?" 

"Kirk and Lars? | have no idea. | told them | was gonna go find you. Check on you, y'know?" 

| tried to catch his eyes as he said that, but he called over the bartender to order another drink. He tossed 
back whatever he had left in his last one quick, and ordered yet another Old Fashioned. "Well, I'm not fuckin’ 
dancing." 

| know that. | didn't ask you to." 

"What am | gonna do then? Just stand there and watch you make out with French girls?" 

Fuck. Too snarky. He'll run off as soon as he gets his drink for sure. 


"You can do whatever you want, James." 


The bartender slid his drink to him, and he started to get up. It took every piece of my entire soul to smash 
down the frustration and instead puke out an apology. "Newkid, I'm sorry, | didn't mean to snap at you." 


"You..you can't just rot here at the bar, man. Can you just-..try to have a good time?" 

The crowd looked like a mass of insects. All shiny black leather, writhing, moving in tow, no space between and 
no way to determine where one face ended and another one started. It was Kirk's crowd, really-all goth 
stoners who couldn't keep their hands off each other. 

It didn't look like a good time. I'm sure Jason didn't think so either. It looked like it would trap us without any 
chance of breathing let alone escaping. | had no idea why he seemed so at ease even with the added factor of 
alcohol. 


His face softened. "Please?" 


The music ceased for a moment, just enough time for me to finish my shot and for Jason to hear me say, 


"Yeah. Sure, man. Show me where to go." 


Jason nodded toward the crowd for me to follow. 


It was exactly how | knew it would be. The crowd, the smells, the perfume. The familiar one still sticking to 
Jason's fucking leather jacket. Actually, | think it was my leather jacket he was wearing. 


My stupid master plan might not have really existed the way | thought it did but it began to unfold, as soon 


as the sea of black parted for us. 


| managed to loosen myself up enough not to feel everyone's arms grazing mine. | could ignore their dancing, 
their smoke in my eyes, long enough to follow Jason somewhere dark. Crowded still, but away from the red 


spotlights. 
No sign of Kirk or Lars. 


Just me and him, neck deep in black. In darkness. In fucking nothing at all. Just bodies moving around us and 


music pounding over head. 


Then it was more than hazy. It was drunk. Fucked up, even. | lost count of how many drinks I'd tossed back 


while letting my leg bounce a million miles an hour at the bar, but it was enough. 


| don't know how long we stood and talked for. | know he looked past me at a few women dancing, joked with me 
and tried to get me to dance, too, despite my firm fuckin’ no on the idea. He talked about some plea that girl 
he was making out with was rattling off about, half in French and half in heavily accented English. "There's a 
rubber machine in the bathroom," he recalled, cartoonish accent in repetition. He said that he told her his 


own no after that, and that's when he came to get me. | tried not to overthink it. 

| remember the bright flashy intro of Marian by The Sisters of Mercy, quickly pounding into heavy, echoing 
kicks. | remember being pushed, chest to chest against Jason in the crowd, and | remember him sweetly 
apologizing. | think it must have been then where | finally decided, fuck it. The blame for that was on the 


crowd, like | wanted. He could blame me for what | did after. 


"So what does it take to get into those women's-extra-small-skinny-jeans of yours? Goth chicks not your 


type?" 


He giggled. It was nervous. He leaned in close to my face again, still moving involuntarily from his drunken 


wobbliness and the influence of the crowd. "Not necessarily. Well, not as of recent, at least” 
Putty in my hands. Fucking master plan unfolding. 
"No? What's that supposed to mean?" 


"Wouldn't you like to know." 


"Actually, | would” 


He looked down at his shoes, real quiet, and then handed me his cocktail from the bar for a sip. It was strong. 


Probably a little stronger than it should have been. But still dangerously sweet. 


How fitting. The undercover Old Fashioned. Innocent sounding. But whatever was happening, definitely was 
sheathed the same way. People flirt stupidly in dark clubs all the time. Just not usually people like us. At least, 
probably. 


It answered a lot of those discrepancies. Jason wasn't a ‘get too drunk to remember" type. He was, however, a 


very pliable drunk. 


"| guess you could say I've, uh-" he broke into a breathy laugh, acting like he regretted beginning that 


sentence. 
"Sorry-gotta speak up. All | hear is Andrew Eldritch." 


| don't know what kind of drunk | am. | spent enough time there to redefine the fucking term but | can't 
categorize it. Whatever it is, whatever | do, | had no justification for thumbing the zipper on his (my) jacket as 


| waited for him to answer again. None for keeping my head down but my eyes up. 
".],—" he laughs, nervous and flustered, ".I've got sort of a.a thing for blondes, you know." 


"Yeah?" Still no confidence in the success of my stupid tiny advances | tried to mislead him on purpose. "Like 


Farrah Fawcett or Heather Locklear?" 


"More like dumb blondes, apparently." He snarked. He kept fuzzy, drunk eye contact with me as he tried to take 
his cocktail back from my hand, the same moment I'd brought it up to my face for a drink. The stare was so 

fucking tense | couldn't have looked away if | wanted to. The size difference was more obvious than it ever had 
been before. I'd never noticed the way he looked up at me before and it felt like a new substance was polluting 


my veins. 


"Not dumb," | said. | sipped it slowly and broke no eye contact like he was locked in as my fucking prey. "just 


cautious." 

"Jesus, James." He laughed. "Would it kill you to step out of your comfort zone a little more?" 

"It might kill you." 

| didnt think he'd make the first move. | could have probably assumed he would after staring at me in awe for 


that split second, looking at my eyes then my mouth and back again so many times he must have gotten dizzy. 


He finally, finally, axed the concern for his stupid drink and grabbed me by the zippers of my jacket. 


Thank god for the broken lightbulb in the bathroom hallway. He didn't have to see the way absolutely nothing 
was happening behind my eyes as | pushed him up against the wall-after that first contact. The cold brick, 
buffered by my goddamn leather jacket hugging him like that. 


| was too drunk by then to stop myself from doing this in public but not drunk enough to forgo dragging him 
into the bathroom. Kiss might be a word too soft and sweet for whatever it was we did to each other. It was 
violent. It was rough and sloppy, and he returned it with a fervor | never expected from him. I'm not sure 
what it was that | expected, but feeling him take the reigns and throw me back against the vandalized 


bathroom door was not it. 


He tasted so fucking sweet. Like dark whiskey and cherry syrup. Somehow sweeter than the shit he'd been 
drinking all night. Soon we found ourselves locked within a similarly vandalized handicap stall, not without 
knocking the fucking foretold condom machine halfway off the wall on the way, still attached at the mouth. | 
hope he didn't take it to heart when | scrambled to the floor to grab a handful of them. The lights flickered 
until they stayed dim and dusty and the music never ceased. It was too loud to hear him next to me and it 
was definitely too loud for anyone outside to hear, but it didn't matter, anyway. | had no paranoia of being 
heard or seen. All | knew was that | needed to get my hands on him, and | got it. | had my tongue down his 
fuckin’ throat by the time he finally found the buckle of my belt. | tried to grab him by the wrists, but two 
actions at once weren't possible in the state of mind | was in, so | just forgot, gave up, and pressed my tongue 
into his neck. He got my belt undone and snaked his hands back up into my hair. He tugged, not hard enough to 
detach my teeth from his skin but hard enough to send a chill down my spine. 


"No," | finally said, like I'd just done nothing short of running a fucking marathon, "not here." 


‘Please’ is all he said, and it was all it took to shatter my fucking self-control, whatever was left of it, 
probably forever. It was so pathetic and whiny, so needy, like he was drooling for it, like he'd fucking die 
without it. But | pulled myself together. Enough, at least, to try and compose words if nothing else. 


"Please what?" Is what my instinct forced me into saying. | just said it right against his ear, thumbs buried in 
his waistband while | waited for an answer. It was like he had no idea how to word it. Or, to pull hmse/f 
together, either. | knew him to take it easy on the booze but whatever possessed him to get trashed that 
night is beyond me. 


Well, | guess I'm not sure that's entirely true. | did the same thing. Liquid confidence to finally pursue this idiot. 
Get it out of my fucking system, at least. 


"Fuck, | don't even know, | just-" he said, voice absent, breath only. 
"| don't wanna hurt you, Newkid" | heard from myself. I'm not sure what | meant by it in that state of mind. | 


don't know what I'd mean by it now. I'm sure it could be taken physically or mentally or emotionally and l'm 
sure all three would be right. 


| thought I'd been imagining things. "What if | want you to?" he said, a little shaky but so desperate that it 


stung. 


I'm sure he didn't mean it. I'm sure he said that before he could even think about the consequences of saying 
that to me, or what doors that could have possibly opened. | didn't have the mind to question his implications 
or lack thereof anymore, all | knew was how badly | needed to drink in the fucking taste of his tongue again. | 
had my fingers twisted into his hair, my knee between his skinny legs, and my belt buckle locked into his. | 
could have torn him limb from limb. | might have tried while pulling his jeans halfway down his thighs. 


The stupid reciprocation, the fucking sloppiness in execution, the sheer ridiculousness of the fact that he was 
even acting that way. | don't even know what | would call it. A sudden explosion of emotions | didn't know either 


of us were even capable of, maybe. 


| checked the lock of the handicap stall maybe once before | flipped him face first into the wall. Mostly 
because | knew he'd melt at the feeling of his head being craned against it but also because | didn't want him 
to watch me drunkenly attempt to roll a condom on. I'm sure neither of us knew beforehand that sometime 
past midnight in a Parisian goth bar we'd be having the dirtiest, most regrettable sex of our fucking lives, but 
as much as it hurts to recount, there's no other way | could describe it. Maybe people came in and out of the 
bathroom, maybe no one did. | have no clue. | couldn't make out anything without the aid of my hands in the 


dark with nothing more than a dim red light maybe ten feet and four stalls away. | didn't try. 


| don't remember much, anyway. Not down to the details. Spitting into my hand, gripping him by the shoulder, 
then by the throat. Sliding my palm over his mouth when | thought | might have heard a door open. That | do 


remember. 


| know | had him lifted off the ground with his back to the wall, maybe halfway, maybe totally. His legs were 
hooked under my arms and my lip was between his teeth at any given point. He muffled every sound he made 
and | knew then I'd never be satisfied with what I'd decided to get myself entangled in without hearing them in 
their full intended volume and clarity. 


Get him in the fuckin’ studio, maybe. Make him whine and groan and cry like that with the right acoustics. 


His elbows on my shoulders, his hands in my hair, his face buried somewhere within the mass of it all. Tangled 


blonde and brunette both. Every so often his shoe would squeak against the other wall of the stall 

His mantra of "Holy fuck, James," wasn't ever louder than a whisper but it felt like a scream. 

| don't know what the fuck is wrong with me. | don't know how | let him convince me to do this with just a 
fuckin' tiny pathetic ‘please’. | never would have before and | don't think | would now. Not out in the fucking 


world again, no. 


| tried to get myself to stop so many times. The scary ‘you'll get caught thoughts started thundering back in, 
but it was way too fuckin’ late anyway. | didn't stop until | saw stars and felt my knees give out. 


| collapsed on him and he panted so hard | thought we'd both be planted ass first to the black tiles. 

He kept me upright. He smiled that stupid smile, now fucked-out and in pure fuckin’ bliss. 

"| think we need to leave." he laughed. 

| left a few minutes after he did. To ease suspicion, yeah, but also so | could sober up and think for a while. 
| wrestled with two options then. Two not very good options. Avoid him for the rest of the night, get even 
more plastered in my hotel room and pretend | remembered nothing the next day or ever again. Pray to god 
he didn't bring it up. If Kirk or Lars asked where we went I'd tell them we found a couple of skanks and 


disappeared with them for a while. Repress it and take it to the grave. 


Or | could barge into his hotel room and do it again Freely. Loudly. With every surface and wall available to 
throw him against. Get him out of my jacket, out of his jeans, and watch him unravel in the light. 


| wiped some sweat from my face with the hem of my shirt and smelled the perfume of the woman who'd 


tried to claim him before me, and made my decision. 

| took my own taxi back. Tried to talk myself out of it again and failed. 

Tired, drunk, but still more ready to explode than | had ever been | had to drag myself to his door. Dirty, 
matted hotel hallway carpets didn't stop me, neither did the sound of women moaning like porn stars on the 
other side of the thin walls. | didn't even know if he was there, he might have never made it back. 

One more moment of hesitation before my knuckles made contact with the wood. 


"Newkid?" | rasped. 


He opened the door a couple seconds later, and the sound of a running shower hit my ears. My fucking blood 


boiled in an instant. 


"James." He acknowledged. He couldn't look me in the eye, it seemed. He was still in his ratty, sweaty clothes. 


"Look, if you wanna talk-" 
"| don't" 
| just pushed the door open, shut it behind me and grabbed him by the face again 


It was too hard to deal with it. | wish | could have told him that. It was easy access now and | wanted to get 


every last drop of it before it was gone, if it was going to be ‘gone’ soon 


He laughed again. Pulled away from me and rubbed his face. "Well, can you just answer a question for me 


then?" He said. He didn't sound drunk anymore. | was jealous. 

| can try. Can't promise I'll be too fuckin’ eloquent right now, though." 

"Would you care to join me in there?" He motioned toward the bathroom. A nicer bathroom this time, one with 
light and clean towels rather than graffiti and glory holes. He looked so much like Jason then-so normal and 
familiar. And somehow that made him fucking completely irresistible. Not wasted, not sloppy, not out of his 
wits. Fully conscious, smirking, and real. 

| did join him. | joined him in the hotel shower, the counter, the couch and the bed. Until it was probably four 
or five in the morning, | was out of condoms from the floor of the bar bathroom and | was too exhausted to 
lift my head. 

What the fuck have | gotten myself into, for one, and why the fuck is he so willing? 


Why did | have to stay? Why did | have to black out so unceremoniously and wake up to the sunrise bleeding 
through the blinds with him on my chest? Sleeping so fucking deeply like he didn't have any care in the world? 


Left with the haunting question of, what the fuck happened last nigh? 
l'm no stranger to that question, but fuck, where does this leave me? 


It hasn't happened like that again since but I'd be lying if | said it hasn't happened at all. So | can't even chalk it 
up to a one night thing. It was the last week of October and the weeks since then, too. Up until today. 


I've seen this shit happen in movies and it never seems to get a name. It's just a running gag. A fucking wink to 


the audience. A bunch of dirty fuckin’ nothing. Thats not what | do. 

But here we are. 

"See ya onstage, loverman" He said this afternoon, more sarcastic than I'd ever heard him say anything before 
but so comfortable he could joke like that at all. Like he meant it in the least sincere and most sincere ways 
possible, both. 


Loverman 


So that's what we're calling this game, Newkid? 


